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public," although I suppose it meant "not to be produced in Italy." Their morale was magnificent and many of the injured had to be forced to have medical attention, insisting that others had more urgent need of it. The bandage shortage was appalling and, the sheets failing to supply the deficiency, paper had to be used.
Next day, in calmer weather, the rest of the airborne reinforcements arrived. It was a glorious sight. At one time more than a thousand parachutes of different colours were in the air, billowing in the bright sunshine, as men and supplies dropped together. The villagers pounced eagerly on the parachutes. I was later presented with a pair of brilliant green pyjamas made from one, but, unfortunately, owing to some error, they had been made for a man about the size of Camera.
What most impressed me about the Megara landings was the easy way in which the gliders touched down, seemingly as light as feathers and at such a slow speed that it seemed impossible for them to come to harm. Then their noses would open and out would roll some monstrously heavy object like a jeep or a miniature bulldozer. This had important consequences for me. When I volunteered for the Rhine crossing with the Sixth Airborne Division I was encouraged by my recollection of these safe and smooth landings at Megara. It seemed so much safer than rushing towards the earth at eighty or a hundred miles an hour in a powered aircraft. I felt that gliding was also much preferable to the violent impact of parachuting.
A Dakota came over from Rome, carrying a number of correspondents. When it landed, among those who stepped out was my enterprising colleague of The Daily Telegraph, John Wallis. I was delighted, not only to meet him and hear the news from civilisation, but also because he could take some copy back. I sometimes wonder when I found time to write anything. The fact is that, somehow, I did, and during " Towanbucket" sent over fifteen thousand words to London. It was always well to have something ready just in case a messenger from Mars arrived. S-K stimulated me with his own inexhaustible energy and prodigious output.tyres finally refused toa pitiful wreck.—the only person whose clothing matchedvt r* v\ •» s\\ykat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
